would croon a song which expressed the melancholy
sufferance of his .race.

Blood and antiseptics reeked from the dressing-
station. Doctor Stephan was working like a man
possessed; giving injections, helping with dressings.
Every grain of morphine was as precious as gold, it
stilled the screams into low moaning or into drugged
sleep.

I passed linen and swabs automatically; the white
would grow red, the two colours swam before my
eyes, everything became black.
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